Life is Made Up of Moments 
by j illthewriterpirate 


Category: Once Upon a Time 
Genre : Romance 
Language: English 

Characters: Emma S., Killian Jones/Captain Hook 

Status: In-Progress 

Published: 2016-04-11 19:58:42 

Updated: 2016-04-11 19:58:42 

Packaged: 2016-04-27 19:44:57 

Rating: T 

Chapters : 4 

Words: 799 

Publisher: www.fanfiction.net 

Summary: A collection of CS drabbles, some angsty, some 
fluffy . 


1 . It's Not Okay 

Her eyes are burning. It's strange. She can't remember the last time 
she felt so much pain. It's like her insides are coming undone. She 
looks up at the sky, sees the full moon, remembers a time when she 
stood in her house, when she heard the words she'd yearned for. 

The moonlight reflects off the blade in her hands. She looks down at 
the names etched in the steel. Killian Jones. Emma Swan. The names 
are difficult to read through the tears blurring her vision. 

_You have to do it_. 

She takes it, looks into his eyes-so blue, so frightened, but brave. 
Brave for her, for them. 

The words are mouthed through stiff lips. _It ' s okay._ 

But as she pushes forward, like a hurricane or a tidal wave, she can 
only think no, it is not okay. 

It's never going to be okay again. 


2 . Elowers in Your Hair 

It's the way the light catches the gold on a sunny day. He isn't one 
to let the quiet moments pass and this one, much like the last, is 
meant to be individually treasured for what makes it special, filed 
away and kept locked in the box of memories that grows fuller with 
each passing minute. 



Today it's the gold. Her hair is draped over his arm where it rests 
in the grass, cushioned amongst the verdant green. His fingers sift 
through the strands, careful not to pull, lest he wake their 
owner . 

Her nose twitches and he holds a finger to it, stopping the sneeze. 
Her eyes remain shut and breathing returns to normal. He sighs 
deeply: was he ever more content? 

The sun shines down on them from where they lay in the middle of the 
meadow. A cloud passes by, offering a moment of shade, and he glances 
at her from the corner of his eye. The gold looks more like butter 
now, smooth and creamy. He plucks one of the tiny blue flowers that 
grow in the meadow, forget-me-nots, he thinks, and places it 
delicately among the strands. He finds more among the patch where his 
hand rests. Soon the gold is dotted with blue, like stars amidst a 
golden dawn. 

The sun comes back once he's completed his labors, and the gold is 
given a chance to shine once again. And he imagines, amidst the 
simple beauty of it all, that it's the only gold he'll ever want for 
all the days to come. 


3. Starlight in Your Eyes 

When they're on the ship, he's different. Himself, but 
more ... fulfilled . It's their special place to go on starry nights 
when they want to get away, leave the world behind and pretend they 
alone exist . 

They sit on the side, his arm around her shoulders and hers around 
his waist. He points to constellations and tells her the stories 
behind each one. She makes a point to capture every detail, the way 
his hair seems to float gently in the wind, how his mouth quirks up 
at certain points in his tales, the way his hand strokes her leg, her 
face, her hair. 

But mostly what captivates her is how his eyes seem to sparkle, to 
reflect the stars, even when he gazes down at her. She's never felt 
more mesmerized in her life, and when his hand cups her face, 
caressing it ever so softly, when his eyes flutter closed and she 
feels hers do the same, and finally when his lips touch hers, she 
doesn't know how to feel except, happy, elated, content. 

How is ecstasy summed up with mere words? Is it ever? 

She decides no. So she remembers each and every sensation, but more 
than anything she remembers the stars in his eyes and the joy 
reflected there, that touches her straight to her core and the heart 
that no longer belongs to her alone. She doesn't think she's ever 
been more willing to share something in her life. 


4 . Dewdrops on Your Skin 

Coming together is always a journey. It's coming home after being 
apart, whether it's been hours or minutes, days or weeks. 


And every time is different, special. 



The first time they were both nervous. Their hands shook and their 
faces flushed. 


The second time his hook caught her arm, pulling them into a heap on 
the floor. 

But they remembered each moment fondly. And it only ever got 
better . 

The most memorable time (so far), was in the forest. Kissing had led 
to caressing, and before they knew it they were in the freshly wet 
grass, dew on their skin, in their hair, as they laughed and smiled 
into each other's mouths. 

They came together, like every other time, with bliss in their eyes 
and love in their hearts. 

And in the aftermath, their fingers traced the dewdrops, drawing 
patterns and designs into each other's skin, making their marks, 
belonging to each other. 


End 
f lie . 



